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some allusion to a prominent English politician in the
morning paper. Grandpapa laughed: "I knew him well,"
he said; "I was his warming pan! I was his fag at Har-
row, and every cold night had to tumble into his bed to
warm the sheets for him!"
The ist of June, 1826, the author of The Spy em-
barked in the good ship Hudson, with all his family, in-
cluding his nephew William, the son of his brother Wil-
liam, whom he had adopted. We were five weeks at sea,
landing at Cowes, in the Isle of Wight, on the 4th of
July. Great was our delight at all the strange sights. I
remember being much interested in the thatched houses, an
entire novelty to us, and in the hedges, which were much
less beautiful than we expected. We made an excursion to
Carisbrooke Castle, where we were in great excitement
over the first ruin beheld by our Yankee eyes; we studied
profoundly the drawbridge, the old walls, draped in ivy,
the deep well, and the little window out of which Charles
I, ought to have escaped.
After a delightful week at Cowes, we crossed over to
Southampton, where our Father placed us in furnished
lodgings, while he went to London on business with his
publisher, Southampton was even more delightful than
Cowes. There was an old gateway, a heavy stone arch
crossing the principal street, and connected with it the
gigantic figure of Sir Bevis, a knight of very ancient
times. And then Netley Abbey, a really very fine ruin,
was near the town. We went there several times, with
our parents, and were in a great state of what my dear
Father called "toosey»moosey" over every broken arch
and ivy-wreathed column. We children gathered here the
first scarlet field poppies we had ever seen growing in a
wheatfield, One day as we were paying our respects to

